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FADE IN: 


INT. CONGRESSIONAL HEARING AUDITORIUM - DAY 


In a cavernous half-rotunda, stuffy U.S. SENATORS sit behind 
ornate wooden judges’ benches. At a low table opposite them, 
a stern, statuesque, self-satisfied woman in her 40s sits. A 
NAMEPLATE before her reads, AGENT MIRANDA MCCABE, F.B.I. 


THE CONGRESSIONAL HEARING - underway - is viewed by a rapt 
PUBLIC GALLERY. JOURNALISTS and CAMERAPEOPLE jostle for 
position beneath the Senators’ benches. SENATOR SCHUBERT (R - 
Idaho), 60, male, portly, sweaty, addresses McCabe: 


SENATOR SCHUBERT 
Now, Agent McCabe, you contend that 
the area surrounding Cold Creek 
preceding the standoff with which 
this inquiry is concerned, was- 


MCCABE 
It was a hotbed of anti-government 
separatist hostility. Geographic 
isolation. Disputed, unincorporated 
land. Very attractive territory to 
splinter groups and militias. 


The Senators review DOSSIERS: DMV photos and mug shots of 
thick-necked, bearded, ANGRY MEN; photos of 3 PERCENTER & NEO- 
NAZI TATTOOS, or “DON’T TREAD ON ME” RHETORIC; incendiary 
SOCIAL MEDIA POSTS; RECIPES from THE ANARCHIST COOKBOOK, etc. 


SENATOR JEFFRIES (D - NY), 50, female, Black, regal, speaks: 


SENATOR JEFFRIES 
And the targets of your operation? 


MCCABE 
In my 21 years of Federal Law 
Enforcement, I’ve never encountered 
such cunning, sophisticated, and 
perfidious hostile actors as those 
at Cold Creek. They posed a threat 
not only to their immediate 
community, and to all American 
citizens, but to the very fabric of 
democracy for which we stand. 


MAN'S VOICE (V.O.) 
I don’t want to die of constipation! 


SMASH CUT TO- 
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INT. S.U.V. - FLASHBACK - ONE YEAR EARLIER - DAY 


JOE MOSS (the one afraid of constipation), 38, white, 
affable, palatably neurotic, sits next to his girlfriend 
BECKY WILES, 37, nice, confident, though at times bratty. 


They are in the back seat of a LAND ROVER, snaking down a two- 
lane road through mountainous, sub-alpine forest. 


BECKY 
Constipation cannot kill you. 


JOE 
Under extreme circumstances, 
constipation can absolutely kill 
you. 


Their banter is argumentative, but light-hearted. Driving is 
KEITH HOWARD, 36, Black, friendly yet physically imposing. 
Sitting shotgun is his wife CHRISTELLE HOWARD, 35, Black, 
chill but practical; she’s 8 MONTHS PREGNANT. 


BECKY 
Joe, we're going for a long 
weekend, no one is going to die 


from a... 

JOE 
Blockage? 

BECKY 
Ew. 

JOE 


Okay, maybe not die. But it would 
be uncomfortable. Fiber supplement 
anyone? 


He shakes a bottle of GIANT FIBER PILLS as if it’s an 
inviting box of movie theater candy. Everyone else squirms. 


KEITH 
I...think I’1l take my chances. 


CHRISTELLE 
Yeah, I gotta watch what I ingest 
because of the baby. 
Joe rattles the bottle towards Becky. 


JOE 
It'll loosen any blockages. 
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BECKY 
Can you not say “blockage?” In 
fact, can we talk about something 
else, please? 


As opposed to playfully contentious, this is direct and 
tinged with resentment. An awkward beat. 


P.O.V. KEITH - CONTINUOUS 


On his dash-mounted PHONE, the MAPS APPLICATION stutters and 
freezes, the ominous prompt of “REROUTING,” joined by a 
SPINNING PAUSE WHEEL takes up the screen. 


BACK TO SCENE - CONTINUOUS 


KEITH 
Hey, you guys sure you know where 
this place is? Looks like the 
G.P.S. is crapping out. 


CHRISTELLE 
Yeah, we lost wifi an hour ago. 


Frustrated, Becky pulls out her own phone and fruitlessly 
surfs through her dormant digital options. Joe proudly 
withdraws a PAPER MAP. Becky takes it, begrudgingly charmed 
by his anality. Reading the map: 


BECKY 
Okay, the general store is right 
before Cold Creek and we haven’t 
hit that yet. Ugh, we’re late. I 
hope Lizzie is doing okay. 


CHRISTELLE 
Why wouldn’t she be? 


EXT. GENERAL STORE PARKING LOT - CONTINUOUS 


BRENT RELZICH - 35, intense, obnoxious, a little too 
suspiciously jacked, in a neon workout ensemble, stands atop 
the roof of a LAMBORGHINI, theatrically pressing cords of 
FIREWOOD over his head. 


LIZZIE WILES, 33, Becky's prettier, insecure younger sister - 
also dressed in a fresh workout fit - uncomfortably FILMS 
Brent on her BRIGHT PINK SMARTPHONE. He grunts loudly and 
mugs for the camera, finally tossing the wood to the ground. 
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BRENT 
Okay great, let’s do curls next. 


LIZZIE 
Brent, we already filmed you doing 
an ab circuit, squats, and a chest 
routine with the cords of wood. And 
that sequence of you just, like, 
throwing them from one side of the 
parking lot to the other. 


BRENT 
I need a whole week of themed 
content! These niche workout 
gimmicks are what’s hot! Remember 
my superset of tri-work using only 
a cremation urn? That was this 
close to going viral! 


They bicker near the worn-down, wooden GENERAL STORE and old- 
school Texaco gas pumps. A decrepit OUTHOUSE sits on the 
outskirts of the gravel lot. Beyond this speck of 
“Civilization” lies a vast carpet of THICK, DECIDUOUS FOREST. 


From the outhouse emerges DENNIS BUCCOCCE (pronounced “Bew- 
cho-chee”), 33, white, slovenly, chubby. He’s dressed in the 
unflattering khaki of the STATE FISH & GAME DEPARTMENT, 
clutching a BOOK, scrutinizing Brent’s clamorous antics. 


DENNIS 
I'll never get anything done with 
that racket. 


Dennis trudges into the General Store as Keith’s Land Rover 
ARRIVES. Keith exits and strides towards the store as well. 
Lizzie trots over to the Land Rover, where Joe and Becky 

stand at the back tailgate. Lizzie and Becky hug excitedly. 


LIZZIE 
Hey you! Thanks for putting this 
whole weekend together! 


BECKY 
Of course! Thank Joe, too. 


Joe opens his mouth. Becky holds up a shushing hand. 


BECKY 
She does not have any blockages. 


LIZZIE 
Brent! Come say hi! 
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BRENT (0.S.) 
I’m blasting my calves! 


Becky and Lizzie exchange a mutually exasperated look. 


INT. GENERAL STORE - MOMENTS LATER 


It’s a sprawling one-stop shop: grocery store, clothes 
outfitter, bait shop and post office for the locals. Dennis 
addresses an elder, kind proprietor, MARY - 70s, potbellied, 
in a moo-moo - who putters about behind the checkout counter. 


DENNIS 
Hey Mare, think I could use your 
private loo? 


MARY 
Still having those tinkly winkly 
troubles? 


A high-school-caliber CHORTLE comes from three LOCALS who 
lollygag near the front door: CHET, BRODY and BADGER. They 
are all unfriendly, hefty outdoorsmen, 30s/40s, grimy 
ballcaps and dusty Carhartts. Dennis addresses them: 


DENNIS 
It’s acute auditory urethral 
recalcitrance. Commonly - though 
inaccurately - referred to as 
stagefright. I’m part of a case 
study this winter at U.C. Davis. 


CHET 
That supposed to make it better? 


Mary hands Dennis a KEY on a big soup ladle. Keith enters. 
Chet turns to him and sneers with sinister subtext: 


CHET 
Lookie what crawled up here out of 
the ‘hood. 


Irked, Keith stops before them, facing Chet. 


KEITH 
You bunch of scholars don’t get a 
lot of brothers up this way? 


CHET 
Just’ sayin.’ We noticed your 
parking permit on the dash. You’re 
quite a ways from Oakland, homie. 
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KEITH 
Really? That’s what you noticed? 


Dennis watches the standoff with fear and uncertainty. Chet 
breaks the staring contest, turning to Dennis. 


CHET 
Don’t you have a piss to not take? 


CHRISTELLE (0.S.) 
Okay, Fred Hampton, you can’t make 
friends with everybody... 


Christelle enters, tugging Keith along. They meander down an 
aisle, the cruddy locals staring after them with acrimony. 


CHRISTELLE 
Was that really necessary? 


KEITH 
Standing up against a bunch of 
racist shitbags? I'd say so. 


CHRISTELLE 
Maybe they weren’t racist, maybe 
they were just...stupid, unhygienic 
and lacking social tact. 


KEITH 
Same thing. They said, “just 
Ssayin’.” “Just sayin’” is a louder 
dog whistle than “states’ rights.” 

(performative) 

“Klansman for Governor 2026: Just 
Sayin’ !” 

CHRISTELLE 


All the more reason not to pick a 
fight. I need you alive so we can 
instill those values of strong, 
Black pride in our son. You get me? 


KEITH 
Yeah, yeah, I get you. 
INT. GENERAL STORE - BECKY & LIZZIE - CONTINUOUS 


Becky and Lizzie peruse another aisle, passing near the 
BATHROOM DOOR. 


BECKY 
So, how are things with Brent? 
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LIZZIE 
Pretty good. Some guy named 
DaddySwoleMafia followed us on 
TikTok the other day. 


BECKY 
I don’t mean your fitness brand... 


INT. GENERAL STORE BATHROOM - CONTINUOUS 


TRYING TO PEE SITTING DOWN, Dennis is distracted, annoyed 
their proximity to his sensitive urethra. 


INT. GENERAL STORE - BECKY & LIZZIE - CONTINUOUS 


LIZZIE 
How about you and Joe? Think he'll 
pop the question this weekend? 


BECKY 
Roasting marshmallows around a 
campfire? I kinda hope not. But... 
we've talked about it a little bit. 
What’s next for us. Joe knows what 
kind of ring I want... 


LIZZIE 
Oh my gosh! Becky! You’re gonna get 
married? Wait - are you getting 
married this weekend? Are mom and 
dad up at the cabin?! 


BECKY 
(playful) 
Lizzie! Sssh! No, we are not 
getting married this weekend. 


LIZZIE 
Thank God. All I have to wear are 
toe shoes and high-waisted ass- 
cheek leggings. 


Lizzie lingers oddly on a DOG TOY dangling off a rack. 
BECKY 


Hey. Is everything okay? With you 
and Brent? 


7 


at 


THE STANDOFF AT COLD CREEK - WGAw# 2166340- johndruska@gmail.com 8 


P.O.V. LIZZIE - CONTINUOUS 


On the dog toy packaging, a stock photo of a HAPPY COUPLE 
playing with their dog stares back at Lizzie. 


INT. GENERAL STORE BATHROOM - CONTINUOUS 


Standing, pants pulled up, Dennis EAVESDROPS. 


P.O.V. DENNIS - CONTINUOUS 


Through the SLATS of the bathroom’s plank wooden door, Dennis 
catches sly glimpses of Lizzie. Her eyes well with TEARS. 
Becky pauses, a deeper care and kinship coming forth. 


BECKY 
Lizzie...you can’t keep this up. You 
always pick the projects. 


LIZZIE 
(Snapping, defensive) 
So do you. 


INT. GENERAL STORE - BECKY & LIZZIE - CONTINUOUS 


Taken aback, Becky glances to Joe, who lingers near the front 
register. Lizzie cools, wiping away a tear, shaking away her 
own emotion. 


LIZZIE 
It’s fine. By the way, we just 
became ambassadors for a brand that 
sells pre-workout caffeine tampons, 
if you want a discount code. 


INT. GENERAL STORE - MAIN COUNTER - CONTINUOUS 
Brent approaches Joe. 


BRENT 
What up, brah! Can’t wait to see 
this AirBnb. The pictures look 
sick! And they have a food 
processor, right? 


JOE 
Yes, I’ve been messaging Ed all 
week. “Yes” to the food processor, 
“no” to the reinforced doorframes. 


THE STANDOFF AT COLD CREEK - WGAw# 2166340- johndruska@gmail.com 9 


BRENT 
Damn. Can I go three days without a 
bodyweight pull circuit? 


MARY 
Staying up at Ed Bryce’s place, eh? 


JOE 
Uh, yeah, “Ed B.” is who I’ve been 
messaging. 

MARY 


You be careful up that way. 
Lizzie & Becky, and Keith & Christelle make their way over. 


BECKY 
Something we need to be worried 
about? Joe, are you sure about this 
place? 


Mary shrugs, indifferent - or conspiratorial? The looming 
Locals seem to close in on them a little bit. Dennis cuts in, 
expunging the odd vibes. 


DENNIS 
Ed's a standup fella. It’s just a 
little unsettled up that way. Takes 
a local to really know the ins and 
outs. But it’s beautiful. 


JOE 
See? Everything is cool. According 
to the local lawman in town. 


Dennis’s chest puffs with pride. Becky and the others relax. 
Joe clocks Dennis’s BADGE. 


JOE 
Thanks, Deputy...Bukkake...? 


DENNIS 
It’s pronounced “Bew-Cho-Chee.” 


JOE 
Really? 


DENNIS 
Dennis is fine... 


His pride shriveling, Dennis locks eyes with Lizzie 
momentarily, before trudging out the door, shamed anew. 
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INT. DENNIS’S TRUCK - MINUTES LATER 


Dennis hops in, tossing his BOOK, Robert Ressler’s seminal 

criminal profiling manual “WHOEVER FIGHTS MONSTERS,” onto a 
pile of similar law enforcement non-fiction: Gary Noesner’s 
“STALLING FOR TIME,” Marc Ruskin’s “THE PRETENDER,” etc. 


Wistfully, Dennis watches Keith’s Land Rover pull out of the 
general store lot, back onto the MOUNTAIN ROAD. 


EXT. MOUNTAIN ROAD - CONTINUOUS 


The Land Rover passes a UTILITY VAN labeled “NORCAL GENERAL 
ELECTRIC & GAS.” A MALE WORKER watches the Land Rover with 
intent as it disappears down the serpentine roadway, then he 
pulls out a WALKIE TALKIE and speaks into it: 


MALE WORKER 
Possible targets north into hot 
sector... 


EXT. MOUNTAIN PASS - LATER - QUICK CUTS 


HIGHER UP in elevation, Dennis approaches a large, yellow, 
METAL GATE, barring access up a spartan, paved road. A nearby 
SIGN reads, “CLOSED FOR WINTER - OPEN JUNE THRU OCT. ONLY!” 


Dennis unlocks the gate and swings it open. Dennis hops back 
in his truck and drives up the newly-accessible road. 


EXT. THE WOODS - LATER 


Dennis hikes away from his parked truck, into thick 
undergrowth beneath towering Sequoias. 


Deep into the woods, he stops, basking in nature’s grandeur: 
shafts of biblical sunlight filter through the treetops, 
which are ruffled by silent, serene breeze. Birds chirp, 
barely audible. Untouched. Perfect. Untamed. Privacy. 


Dennis exhales, long and deep. He closes his eyes Zenfully. 
ZIIIP. A steady flow of URINE finally comes forth. 


EXT. CABIN - LATER - AFTERNOON 


CHUNK! A heavy axe splits a log, wielded by ED BRYCE: 60, 
athletic, stoic, silver hair and stubble. He looks 
suspiciously white and rural, but his once-bright gray eyes 
look out from a kind, exhausted countenance. 


